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an'ngav him that all waa not well. ' Ha raised
the latch and pushed open tha door.and ther
neion tin uty ssm bm tamuy, uu saa aol
in death. He stood tor a moment, horror-struc- k

at tha scene, and then, raiting hia handt towarda
heaven, he exclaimed "Holy mother, help usl
Surely the Lord will not utterly forsake hit
peoplel"

He had brought the expected letter, which
he had just received. Alas! it came too lata,
th kind-heart- priest turned away with lean
from the scene of death, and, (returning horn,
he wrote an account ol the sad fat ot tha fam-
ily, and inclosing th letter he had received,
sent it to James Moreen.

The winter passed heavily away to poor James.
Every day brought sad tidings of tha woe of
hit country, tnd he trembled at the thought
that hit family might be involved in th gen
eral calamity. At last the fatal letter came. It
was handed to him in the itore, and with a
heart whose throbbing! might have been almost
heard, he entered the counting-roo- and re-

quested one of the clerks to read it. Th young
man broke the seal, and glanced over th terri-
ble content. He looked np, and Moreen stood
before him, pale and trembling, H had
watched th expression of his face, and kntw
that there were evil tidings.

"Read it read it! heeiciaimed.withahusky
voice. ".Let me know it all.

He read with trembling voice, and poor
James leaned against the desk for support.
Every feature was convulsed with agony, and
his breath came at long and irregular intervals;
but when tha terrible certainty cam over him
that they were dead all dead had dud of
starvation; he nttered a shriek, and fell, faint
ing, on the floor. He was removed to his lodg.
ing, and for many days raved ia wild delirium.
Reason at length returned, bat hie heart waa
broken. Hope was dead within him. He lin-
gered on a few weeks, and sunk quietly into th
grave. A few whom his virtues had won, on
his sad and early fat moved to sympathy, laid
him down, not without a tear, in hia long rest-
ing place. But the memory of hi worth and
hi woes has almost pasted from th muds of
men; and the grata grows green on th mound
where his true heart sleeps in peace yea, tleepa
in peace, though no kindred dost lies near; and
the foot of the stranger treada lightly o'er hit
bed, yet he sleeps in peace ia his atmeat grave.

"Down to th plUaw of the fnta.' T hers co mas sw twuftUii- - drwtu of wo.1'"""
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.. v. . Ramsay. '

': lie lor of home and country is always
strong ,'jut nowhere is it stronger than in the
warm h urt which beat beneath tha coarse gray
frock o) the Irish peasant. Ha love th green
land epistirth, cursed thongh it tt with beg
gary add starvation; and stern it th necessity
which vrivet him forth to seek a home among
strangers l l never look on on of these poor.
despitti, degraded sons of Erin, bat my heart
warms towards him, tnd 1 think of on whos
ad tnd early fate deserves a brief memorial

Jurats Moreen waa born in th north of Ire
land, ia one of those miserable district where
hungef and nakedness teem the only inherit
ance of the children of the toil where the priest
and th landlord step in to divide what should
o the reward ot houeat industry; and thai who
have earned their bread with the sweat of their
brows, are left to perish for want. The home of
his childhood was a hovel a miserable hovel,
withont floor th crazy ruinous walls, and
th mouldering roof of thatch, were frail pro-

tection against the winter winds and tnmmer--
rains, tad yet, with all its squalid poverty, he
loved it, for love wat there a bleating often-
times denied the place. Hit mother had been
fair is girlhood very fair and though th
nioom had forsaken her cheek before James could
remember her, there was still a melting tender-
ness in hsr toft blue eye, and a loving smile on
ner up, which seemed to illumine the naked.
dripping walls when the wintry storm beat in
apon them. And there were days of summer
sunshin--blesiin- indeed to the poor when
tne wreathing vine, ma the rough exterior of the
cottage, and th wild flowers grew about the
door, sweat and beautiful at if planted in a pal-

ace garden. Thank Heaven there are some
things which the rich and proud cannot mon-
opolize.! The greatest blessing which God con
fers on man, ha has made universal and unali-
enable. The poorest wretch who walks the
earth, may look up to the fair blue sky above
him, and to the glorious garniture of suns and
systems which adore it, and drink in th mys
tery and beauty of th seen at freely as th
Monarch oa his throne. The zephyr will fan
bit cbtek at soul, and.me flowers, earth s fair
int, d swittit adixtiing,. will nnfold their

" ' jonr Uieir fragrane

b sa wt th home in which James Moreen
grewup to manhood. Though fortune had been
niggardly, natur was prodigal In her gut to
htm, and many a purse-prou- d aristocrat would
have gladly exchanged his gold for-- the manly
form aud handsome face of the poor peasant.
xSut this fair i tenor was not hi highest en-

dowment. He possessed not only the lively and
irrepressible wit which characterizes his nation,
bnt, a noble, generous heart. The curse ot
drunkenness aud sensuality wat all around, bnt
it fell not on him. The tweet influence of hit
mother's suites kept him from degradation.

Marv 0 Brian was a neighbor s daughter.
They had grown np together, and as they met
dat after day, it waa not strange that a mutnal
affection sprang up between them; and when
Marv l father and mother died, leaving her
boneless and friendless, he offered her all he
possessed,
.

sn honest heart, a strong hand, and a
I .L L LInoaaeuuuer tne poor root wnicn snenercu mm.

Hitherto James had borne his lot with seeming
indifference. He had labored hard all day, aud
returned at night to a supper of oat-me- gruel,
and a touch of straw without a murmur. But
since bit marriage, a change had some over him
A restlest desire to better hit condition had
taken possession of hit soul. He had heard
of America, that blessed land, where the hand
of industry could earn bread enough and to
spare. He revolved it day and night. At even

ine when his work was uone, ne wonia turn
away from the scanty and tasteless meal which
rewarded his ton, wun impatience,
and sit with a clouded brow, gazing on the tot
tering walls, and reeking, mouldering thatch
which sheltered mm.

"What ailt ye Jamie?" hit mother wonld
sometimes say. "Come cheer np, darling, don 't
b so sober like. God knowt we have trouble
enough --don't bring a gloomy face to add to

it."
"God knowt we have too much sorrow and

want." he would reply. "He never made hit
children who till the toil to starve. Why should
you, mother, and Mary, who deserve a palace,
dwell under such a roof at this. God. help me
to fisd the land where honest industry is re
warded, and yoa thall have bread and a better
house to shelter ye."

"Don't tpeak of that land, boy a bleated
laad though it be where the poor never know
hanger and nakedness, It is not for the like
of us. So be quiet, and don't fret about it,
and look far abetter land beyond the grave."

"Hash, mother dear, anddon't be discourag-
ing a soor bov with your tears! Prav God
open the way before me, and He who guides
the little birds over the wide waters will be
mindful ot ut in time of need."

While James Moreen was vainly dsvuing
plans to accomplish his dearest purpose, a gen-
tleman earn into the neighborhood, and took
lodging at the little inn. H waa born near
there, and thought he had no relatives living in
the plsse, a recollection of his early days had
brought him back to visit the scenes ot his ear-

ly childhood. He took long walks, eonversing
freely with the people at their work. The so.
penor manliness and intelligence of young Mor-
een soon attracted hit attention, and interest-

ed hit heart. When h learned from the young
man hit with to emigrate to America, he offered
him a pa-s-

ag is a ship of which h wat nat-
ter, which would sail in a few days from Dublin
to New York.

This was good fortune beyond hit utmost
hopes, and he hastily prepared for his departure.
His famllv must be lift behind, not even Mary
could go; bat then they toon expected to meet
again in that land of freedom and plenty be-

yond th tea. How sweet was th nop how
bright the Imaginings of that reunion I But
alas, how (alia! A terrible futar was btfor
them, ot which they littls dreamed

The morning of separation cam, and with
many tears, and prayers, tad blastings, th
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Tbe Birds of Sprlug.

Bint on fan tnd foreit old,
lit tonabt anil oottoxe aave.

And tenth wait ol oomiDK fiowiri,
Th wood uf oo mine

Tha tm iwMt tons thnt o'r lb birth
Ol' rlt Moaiomi rang

And o&ught its ma no from tha hymn
Xb iuu of morauic iaa!

It hulled th radiant path of SpriDg.
Bf trnra and valley fair.

And o'er the oarlh't graon a. when
Mo ttep bat hen waithere;

And like the laarel'i gilt of grten.
The violet't depih of blue,

It hai inrvived a thootind tbroneii
And yet Ihaaong it new.

Mew at we heard ft in the jrearc
Wboia memoriet mil are young,

When lifo'i tint rainbow o er our path
In aruh of glory fluni!

That vitioned hhi hai melted long
from hearts whote bopee have met

The ihowerand thaduw; batyoui uraini
Art lovad and tinned yet.

They oome when inniet'i dying linet.
Or mornmg'i wakinit imilei,

Light op the moaatain's rooky ihrinu
The lonely foreit aiilet,

Oar too It, from alt Utetr early itore.
Have kept one an i we ring tone

Of joy, to greet each gushing long
With glaUneii like iu own.

There have been harpa among ni trnng,
It teemed betide "the tree

Of life," where ell the flwen we tonght.
Or dreampt of, yet might be!

Bat early tell the hmh ofdeath
On eaoh on wearied trine,

Thatoauiht, though from alar, the dew
Of evwtftuing spring.

Obleit U trae and tearleii lore!
O free of earth and air!

For whom the paat ba no regret.
The ail to oome no care!

Still, from iu barameru far away
To the worn heart ye bring

its early store of love and hope- -id

weel piouhet-bu- dt of ripii&g.

Temperance Hymn.
" From Gallia's teeming wine press.

From Holland's streams of (iin.
Where thousands, in their blindness,

Prepare the bait of sin ;
From many a fiery river,

From many a poisonong rill,
Ood oalls as to deliver

The victims of the Still.

What tlioogh they sing of pleasure,
While each the goblet tills ;

What thongh their blies they measure
By quart a and pints and gillt

In vain with lavish kindnen
Heaven gives us richer bread ;

Distillers, in their blindness,
Make poison in its stead,

Shall we, by TkmpeRincb aided
In health and peace to live

Shall wi, to men degraded,
Refuse the boon to give 1

The Fountain Oh ! the Fountain !

The balm of health proclaim,
" Till men, o'er tea and mountain,

Shall speed to tell iu fume.

Waft, waft ye winds the story,
And yon ye waters roll,

Till Temperance, in iu glory,
Hhall spread from pole to pole ;

Till health and peace, and blessings
Shall follow in its train,

And Christ all hearts possessing,
Ood over all shall reign,"

STOEY OF EEMBSAKDT.

At a ihort distance from Leyden, may still be
uen a Hoar-mi- ll with a quaint old dwelling.

doom attached, which bean, on a brick in a

corner oi the wide chimney; the date 1550.
Here, in 1606, wat born Paul Rembrandt.- At
an early age he manifested a stubborn, indepen-

dent will, which hit father tried in vain to tub
due. He caused his ton to work in the mill,
Intending that he should succeed him In iu
management; bnt the boy showed to decided a

distaste for the employment, that his father re.
tolred to make him a priest, and sent him to
stndr at Lev don. hvery one knows, however.

that few ladt of fifteen, endowed with great
muscular near and abundance of animal tpir
iU, will take naturally and withont compulsion
to the study of Latin grammer, Rembrandt
certainly did not; and hit obstianey proving an
overmatch, for hit teachers' patience, he was tent
back to the mill, when hit father beat him to
severely that next morning he ran off to Ley-de-

without in the least knowing how he
should live there. Fortunately he sought ref-

uge in the house of an honest artist, Van Zwa- -
anenberg, who wat acuuainted with bit father.

.1 "Tell me, Paul," asked his friend, "what do
yon mean to do with yourself, if yon will not be
either a priest or a miller? They are both hon-

orable professions: on gives food to the tonl, the
other prepares it for the body."

"Very likely," replied the boy; ''But I don't
fancv either; for in order to be a priest, one
must learn uaun; auu wni miner, one must
bear to be beaten. How do gou earn

'voor
breadl" i, '

'ou know very well I am a painter. '

. "Then I will be one too, Ilerr Zwaanenbern;
and if yon will go and tell my fath-

er so, yon will do me great serviee."

Tha d artist willingly undertook
the million, and acquainted the old miller with

hit sons resolution. '

"I want to know one thing," laid Matter
Rembrandt; "wilt be be able to gain a livelihood

by painting1)"
"Certainly, and perhaps make a fortune.

young man took hi farewell oi hie humble
home, and the dear ones dearer than life
who were to remain behind.

"God keep yon.darling.oa th widewaten,"
sobbed his mother, "and bless yoa in the land to
which yoa go!"

And his father exclaimed, the tears streaming
down hit farrowed and weathn-baaten-fac- e,

"God bless and keep yon in the hollow ot Hie
holy hand and it we sea your face no more
as my heart forbode we never may He will
give yoa an entrance to Hit bleated horn
above!"

The young wife clung weeping and sobbing
to his bosom till the moment of parting came,
and when he turned to depart, she sunk, faint-
ing in hit mothers urns.

With a hurried eteo and ttreaminir eves.
Jamet Moreeniurned hit feet into the high road
which led to Dublin. He toon gained a little
eminence, from which he could obtain a last
look of that poor hovel which held all that was
dear to him on earth. Ha paused, and looking
tack, tnrew himself on his knees, and raismir
hia hands towarda heaven, eiclaimed:

"O thou, who clothest th lilliee of the field.
and hearest the young ravent when they cry-pr- otect

them and guide me on my way!" Ha
arose strengthened by this simple act of devotion
and proceeded on hia way. The spring wat
just opening. Here and there a daisy peeped
from the tod, and the birdt rang in the leafiest
trees. Who could have foreseen that ere those
spring flowers should bloom again, famine and
pestilence would sweep over that devoted land,
leaving many a hamlet desolate, and many a
grave yard full.

We will pass briefly over the voyage. The
ship, the tea, everything were new and ttrange
to tha young man; but he contrived to make
himself to useful und agreeable about the ves-

sel that when he landed in New York, the kind- -
hearted captain gave him eight dollars, and ob-

tained tor him a situation as a porter in a
store.

It wat a hippy day for him when he received
hia tint month's wages twelve dollars besides
his board. He had never possessed so much
monev before, and he looked on it with a feel-

ing of triumph, which those who are accustom-e- d

to abundance can never feel. A letter was
dispatc bed to hit father, informing him of hit
good fortune, and promising in a few months
to tend him money enough to bring them all
ovtr titt wuee, mi then th happy horn that
they would hare! They would not stay in the
city, but hasten to th western wilderness
build a log cabin clear a field, and live like
pnnee oa their own domain.

Weeks and months patted awav. The tnm
merand autumn were gone, and the terrible
winter of 1847 commenced. Then the tidings
came over the sea tailing like a death-kne- ll

on the ears of James Moreen that Ireland was
starving. Not an hour wat lost, livery een t
of his well-save- d earnings was dispatched to
the relief of his family, for he knew that no-

where would th public calamity fall more
heavily than on hi native district.

The terrible winter of 1847 long will Ire
land remember it, and shudder at the recollec-
tion of its woes. The traveller who passes
through the land is often pointed to the desert-
ed hovels and told the fearful story of starva
tion an death which has left them desolate.
Among those tenantlets dwellings may be teeen
the humble roof which sheltered the childhood
of James Moreen. After James left, the fami-
ly labored on as usual, hoping at least, after
rent and tythes were paid, to have a few pota-
toes for winter. But what were their feelings
at they saw those precious roots, on which they
were dependent tor ,iile, itself, changing to i

black and offensive mass! Rapidly they disap
peered, and before the winter had fairly let in,
their little store was all gone. Now their only
hope waa in James. They had written to him
of their distress, and if they could hold out
till the assistance which they felt sure he would
send them should arrive, they might hope to get
through the winter, jxow every particle of
food wat economized, and the grains of corn
counted oat. They grew paler, weaker, and
more emaciated, and the scanty pittance which
now sustained life, most toon fall. At day af-

ter day passed away, th forlorn hope of help
died in their bosoms. They eould expect no
assistance from the neighbor! who were starving
around them, and the Catholic priest who re-

sided in tho place wat little better off than
themselves. He had promised them, however,
to tend every day to the post office for the ex-

pected letter, but morning and evening came
and passed to the famishing family, and it came
not.

The last spoonful of wat made into
gruel and placed on the little table. The poor
mother, already waited to a skeleton, was lying
on the couch of atraw, her face wrapt in the
ragged coverlet. A thin hand removed th
covering, and held a enp to her mouth. With
a strong effort she pressed her parched lips
close together, and turned away her head.

"Thomas," said the, "take my part ot the
gruel it will give yoa a little strength and
go to hit Reverence; who knowt bat what that
letter may have come 7"

Thomat wat sitting with hit face buried in
hit handt. . .Raising his sunken eyes, he said,
hntkly:

"It it no nte, .'Cate. It the money was in
my hand, I could not crawl to the nearest mark-

et to get bread."
"Nay, go," exclaimed the pale womtn.ttriv- -

ing to rise. "If the money cannot save onr
uvea, yet it will be bleated to hear once mors
from the dear boy betor w me.

Mary, who had keen moving about th room
lik a shadow, tt the mention of bar husband,
threw herself on the bed beside her mother and
sobbed aloud. The bitterest drop in the bitter
cup she was drinking, wsa to die without a fare-

well from that loved one so far away .

"I will go," said the old man, rising. Th
holy Virgin grant it may have cornel He d

a lew steps towards the door, and fell

fainting and exhausted. He never rot sgain.
Two days after the scene w have been de-

scribing, a little pale-face- d man, in the peculiar
garb of the Catholic clergy, might have been
sees walking qniekly towards th cabin. Ev-

erything was still a death around, and hit heart

"Then it yon will teach him, 1 consent."
Td.) PtoJ bnmo the pupil of Vta Zwaanen-iiei-

aud mmin rupid prugiot in the elementary
oatlt of hit nrofeuion. impatient to produce
some finished work, he did not give himself
time to acquire purity of style, but aatonisbea
hit master by hit precocious skill in grouping
figures, and producing marvellous effect! of

light and thade. The first lesson wnicn ne
took in perspective, having wearied him, he
thought of a shorter method and invented per-

spective for himself.
One of hit first rnde sketches happened to

fall into the bands of a citizen of Leyden who
understood painting. Despite of its evident de-

fects, the germs of rare talent which it evinced
struck the burgomaster; and sending fur the
young artist, he offered to give him a recom-

mendation to a celebrated pointer liviugat Am-

sterdam, under whom he would have far more
opportunity of improvement than with his pres-

ent instructor.
Rembrandt accepted the oiler, and during

the following year toiled incessantly. Meantime
his finances were dreadfully straitened; for his
father, finding that the expected profits were
very tardy, refused to give money to tupport his

sou, as he said, iu idleness. 1'aul, however, was

not discouraged. Although far from postcssmg
an amiable or estimable disposition, he held a

firm aud just opinion of hit own powers, and re-

solved to make these subservient first to fortune
and then to fame. Thus while some of his
companions having finished their preliminary
studies repaired to i lorance, to bologna, or to
Rome, l'aul, determined, as he said, not to lose
hit own style by becoming an imitator of even
the mightiest masters, betook himself to nit pa-

ternal mill. At first hit return resembled that
of the Prodigal Son. Hit father believed that
he had come to resume his miller t work; aud
bitter was the disappointment at finding his son
resolved not to renounce painting.

With a very bad graco he allowed Paul to
displace the flour-sack- s on an upper loft, in order
to make sort of Studio, lighted by oniy one

narrow window in the roof, ihereraut paint
ed his first finished picture. It wat a polratt of

the mill. There, on the canvass, wat seen the
old miller, lighted by a lantern which he carried
in his hand, Kivinir directions to hit men, occu
pied in raugiug sacks in the dark recesses of the
KranarY. Oue rar falls on the fresh, comely
conntenaiMM f hit mother, who hat her toot on

tho lastttep of a wooden ttaircate. Rembrandt
took this painting to the Hague, and sofd it lor
1UU norms, in order to return wun more speeu,
he took his place in the public coach. When

the passengers stopped to dine, Rembrandt fear.

ine to lose his treaiure, remained in the carriage.
The careless stable-bo- y who brought the horses

their corn forgot to uuharnest them, ana as toon

at they had finished eating, eicited proably by

Rembrandt, who cared not for hit
the animals started off for Leydon, and

quietly halted at their accustomed inn. Our
painter then net out. and repaired with his
monev to the mill.

Great wat his falher't joy. At length these
silly doubts, which had to often eicited hit angry
contempt, teemed likely to be transmited into
gold, aud the old man's imagination took a rap- -

turous uigni. Aioiwier wo "
he said, "need now work any longer, they might
both enjoy quiet during the remainder of tteir
lives, l'aul would paint pictures and support the
whole household iu affluence."

Such was the old mans castle in the air; his

clever, selfish son soon demolished it. "Ibis
sum of money, he said, "is only a lucky wind-

fall. If yon indeed, wish it to become the found-

ation of my fortune, give me one hundred flor-

ins besides, and let me return to Amsterdam:
there 1 must work and study hard."

It would be difficult to describe old Rem
brandt disappointment. Slowly, reluctantly,
and one by ne, he drew forth the 100 florins
from hit strong-bo- Paul took them, and
with small show of gratitude, returned to Am

sterdam. In a short time hit fame became es
tablished as the greatest and most original of

living artists, He had a host of imitators, but
all failed miserably in their attempts at produc-

ing hit marvellous effects of light and shade.
' Yet Rembrandt prized the gold which flowed

into him far more than the glory. While ming-

ling the colon which were to flash out on his

canvas in real living light, h thought but of

his dingy coffers.
When in possession of a yearly income equal

to 3.000 sterling, he would not permit the
agent who collected hit rents to bring them in

from the count rv to Amsterdam, lest he should
be oblidged to invite him to dinner. He pre-

ferred setting out on a fine day, and going him-

self to the agent's house. In this way he saved

two dinners the one which he got, and the one
he avoided giving. "So that t well managed
he nsed to tav.

This sordid disposition often exposed him to
practical jokes from hit pupils; bnt he possessed

a quiet temper, and wat not esily annoyed. One
day rich citizen came in, and asked him the
price of a certain picture.

"Two hundred florint, said Rembrandt."
"Agreed," said hit visitor. "1 will pay you

About an hour aftorwsrdt a letter was hand
to the painter Its content! were as follows.

"Mastk Rembrandt During your absence
a tew dayt since, I saw In your studio a picture
representing ai old woman churning butter.
I wat enchanted with it, and if yoa will let me
purchase it for 300 florins, 1 pray you bring it
to my house; and be my guest for tha day.

The letter wat signed with some ficticout
name, and bore the address of a village several
leagues distant from Amsterdam.

Tempted hy the additional 100 florins, and
caring little tor breakiug his engagement, lt

set out early next morning with his e.

Ha walked for four hours withont find
ing hit sblidging correspondent, and it length,
worn out with fatigae, he returned home.

tie lonnd the cituen in his ttudio, waiting
for the pictnre. Aa Rembrandt, however, did

otdetpsir of finding the man of the 300 Dor.
int, and as a falsehood tronbled but little hit
bluntea conscience, he taidiV :yy-'-' '

Thla nltar U h.)i.i..J ... k. 1 .''.-- .

I nays ro.nd its fewiptian m Uw wwk f ik hum.

"AUs I an accident ha happened 4t!
turf; the can vat waa injured, ajkd 1 ! "
that i threw it into the tut-- . Two u ...

florint goneS However, it will be my low, u ii

yourt, for 1 will paint another precisely siituinr,
and it shall be ready for yoa by tun time to-

morrow."
"I am sorry," replied the amateur, bnt It was

the pictnre yon have burned which i wished to
have; and at that it gone; I shall not trouble
yon to paint another.

So he departed, and Rembrandt shortly after-

wards received a second letter to the following
effect. .

Mastxr Rembrandt You have broken jour
engagement, told a falsehood, wearied yoartelf
to death, and iott the tale of your picUir-al- l
by listening to the dictates of avarice. lt this
lesson be a warning to yon in future." '

so, said the painter, looting round at hit
pupils, "one of yon mast have played me this
pretty trick, Well, well, I forgive it. Yon

young varlets do not know the valua of a florin
at I know it."

Sometimes the students nailed small copper
coins on the floor, for the mischievous pleasure
of seeing their master, who suffered much from
rheumatism in the back, stoop with pain and
difficulty, and try in vain to pick them np,

Rembrandt married an ignorant peasant who
bad served him as cook, thinking this a more
economical alliance than one with person of
refined mind and habits, tie and bia wife usu- -

slly dined on brown bread, salt herrings, and
small beer. He occasionally took portraits at a

high price, and in this way became acquainted
with the Burgomaster Six, a man of enlarged
mind and unblemished character, wno yet con- -

tinned faithfully attached to the avaricious pain
ter. His friendship wat tometimet put so a se-

vere test by such occurrence as the follow.
inir:

Rembrandt remarked on day, mat tne price
of hit engravings had fallen.

" iou are insatiable, said tne Dorgomatter.
"Perhaps so. I cannot help thinting for

gold."
"Vau are a miser."
"True, and I shall be one all my life."

'Tit really a pity," remarked hit friend,
"that yoa will not be able after death to act at
four own treasurer, for whenever that event oc

curt, all your works will rite to treble- - their
nreaent value.." ' '

A bright idea struck Rembrandt. Herein
ed home, went to bed, desired hit wife and hit
son Titus to scatter straw before th door, and
give out, tint, that he was dangerously 111, and
then dead while the simulated fever was to be
of to dreadfully infectious a nature that none of
the neighbors were to be admitted near the tick-roo-

Those instruction! were followed to the
letter; and the disconsolate widow proclaimed
that, in order to procure money for her hut- -
band's interment, the mast sell all his works,
any property that he left no being available oa
so short a notice. '

The unworthy trick succeeded. The sale in
cluding every trifle scrap of painting or engrav- -
ing, realized an enormous turn, and Rembrandt
wat in ecstasy. The honest burgomaster, howev
er, at was nearly frightened into a fit of apoplexy
seeing the man whose death he had sincerely
mourned standing alive and well, at the door of
hit ttudio. Meinherr Six, obliged him to prom-
ise that he would in future abstain from inch
abominable deceptions.

Une day he waa employed in pawling
group, the likenesses of the whole family of a
rich citizen. He had nearly finished it, when
intelligence waa brought him of tha death of a
tame ape, which he greatly loved. The crea-
ture had fallen off the roof of the house into the
street. Withont interrupting hit work Rem
brandt bant into lond lamentations, and after
tome time announced that the piece was finish
ed. The whole family advanced to look at it,
and what wat their horror to sea introduced
between the heada of the eldest son and daughter
an exact likeness of the dear departed ape.
With one voice they all exclaimed against this
singular relative which it had pleased the pain.
ter to introduce amongst them, and insisted
upon his effacing it.

"Whati exclaimed Rembrandt, eltacethe
finest figure in the picture? No; indeed; I pre-
fer keeping the piece myself." Which he did,
and carried off the painting.

Of Rembrandt a style it may he said, thar he
painted with light, for frequently an object was
indicated merely by the projection of a shadow
on the wall. Often a luminous spot suggested,
rather than defined, a hand or head. Yet there
is nothing vague in hit paintings: the mind seizes

the design immediately. His studio was a cir
cular room lighted by several narrow slits, so

contrived that rays of sunshine entered through
only one at a time, and thus produced strange
effects of light and snaae. The room wat mien
with old world farniture;whicb made it resemble
an an', iquary t museum. There were heaped no

in the most picturesque eonfnsion, curious old

furniture, antique armour, gorgeously tinted
stnffs;and these Rembrandt arranged in different
forma and positions, to at to vary th effects, of

light and color. This he called "making hit
models sit to him." And in this close adher-

ence to reality consisted the great secret of his

srt. It is strange that his favorite amongst all

hit pnpilt wat the one whose style least re-

sembled hit own Gerad Douw he who aimed

at the moat excessive minuteness of delineation,

who stopped key-hol- lest a particle of dust

should fall on his palette, who gloried in repre-

senting the effects of fresh scouring on the sid

Rembrandt died in 1674, at the age of sixty-eig- ht

He paused all his life at Amsterdam.'
Some of hit biographen have told erroneously

that he once visited Italy: they were deceived

by the word Fenetiit placed at th bottom of

several of his engnvings. He wrote it there

with the intention of deluding his countrymen

into th bsliet that he was absent, and about to
-- ttl in Italv n imoression which would ma

terially raise the price of hit productions. Strange

and tad it is.toseesomuoh geniut united with so

much meanness the head of fin gold with the

feet of elay.

CP An editor down south, who lerveo tonr

days oa a ju.y , . id's to full of Uw that it u
hard to keep from oheating someooay.

Tua Abolition Excitiment in GaaiaoN Co.,
V a A CouaT DrtasED ar a mob. W ed

a few daya ago that much excitement
existed in Grayson county. Vs., against cer-

tain parties suspected ot being Abolitionists,
tnd that Judge Brown was nnable to hold the
county court, in consequence of th resignation
of the clerk, and hit inability to secure another.
It now appean tha court waa dissolved by mob
violence, the particular of which ar that da- -
tailed in a letter from Carroll county to the
Lynchburg Virginian;

"Alter the execution of tha negroes m that
county, some time ago, who hid been excited to
rebellion by a certain Methodist preacher by tha
name of Bacon, which you haw heard, th cit
izen held a meeting and instituted a tort of ue.
quisition, to find out, if possible, who wr th
accomplices of said Bacon. Suspicion soon
rested on a man by the name ot cornut, and
on being charged with being an accomplice, he
acknowledged the fact, and declared his inten-
tion of persevering in the cause, upon which he
was severely lynched. Cornut then instituted
suit against the parties, who afterwards held a
meeting and passed resolutions, notifying th
Court and lawyen not to undertake the eat
upon pain of a coat of tar and feathen. The
(Jourt.however, convened at the appointed time,
and true to their promise, a band of armed men
marched around the Court House, fired their
guns by platoons, and dispersed the Court in
confusion. There was no blood shed. This
county and tha connty of Wyth have held meet-
ings and passed resolution sustaining th move-
ment of the citizens of Grayson."

ANOTHia Cuban Exr-romo- A Washing-
ton letter in the Philadelphia North American
says
' There ar rumors circulating her and in
circles that ought to be well informed, of aa or-

ganization for a third expedition against the is-
land of Cuba, Several of the offi
cers of the.fint attempt have been lounging about
the metropolu during tha winter, with no visi-

ble occupation, and no manifest meant of sup-

port. It it believed that the material tor tha
proposed movement, if procured at all, will b
obtained from among a elatt ot forignrt of
desperate fortunes, who era ready to engage in
any enterprise, however lawless, that may pro-
mise pecuniary reward, Bnt it is to be said, to
th discredit of persons claiming to be Ameri-

cana, that the origin and responsibility ot tha
new scheme may b placed at onr own doors.

GtNWAL Lofkx still ALtvii Th New
Orlnans Crescent, oi the 19th inst., has th
following paragraph: On of the returned
Cuban prisoners states that ha is credibly in-

formed and has reason to believe, that Gtaerai
Lopes wu not garroted, but that another indi-

vidual, a notorious oriminal, who very much
resembled Lopes, waa the sufferer ia th tragic

scene at the Plaza de Armas. Our informant

atatet that Lopez is confined in on of th dun-

geons of Havana, where, without light, withont

elothing, solitary and scantily fed, he is daily
subjected to the most excruciating torture.
Spanish invention, it is said, has been to tha
rack to invent tortures sufficiently refined
for this scourge of royality in th Antilles.
Without endorsingtbe ttory. we giv it for what
it is worth. ..,

Wantid. Tha cow that gave th milk ol
loving kindness.

Th whet stone to sharpen th water I dg.
A tew haira from the tail ot woe. '

Th hen that laid th golden egg." " ' '

Th aewipaper borrower that is willing to
admit that ther ia anything 'published now

worth reading.' ,
' '


